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Five people | see
while driving

Noél Spurgeon ® Road Warrior
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Top “10” Ten

March Madness brackets for Rose

Matt Melton ® Baron of the bracket

10. Top plan for getting more girls to Rose (other than kidnap-
ping).

9. Best excuse for class that may or may not have worked (most
likely may not have).

8. Company you’d most like to work for that would never hire
me.

7. College with the highest rejection rate of Rose students for
undergrad and graduate school (Pretty sure Purdue would be in
the NIT version for this one).

6. Hardest class at Rose.

5. Favorite caffeinated beverage at Rose.

4. Teacher I'd most like to be stuck on a desert island with
(Sorry Econ profs, but you would get our #1 seeds for the profs

we’d most like to manage our retirement plans).

3. Estimated length of time it will take me to pay off my stu-
dent loans.

2. Major other than engineering that I could have done.

1. Length of time it will take me to earn my plaid jacket.

A public service announcement brought to you
by Rebecca Black:

Yesterday was Thursday, Thursday;
Today is Friday, Friday.

Just thought you should know.

Overcompensating truck guy: Look, I know being in
an 18-cylinder Truckosaurus Rex with 38 inch spinning rims
probably makes you want to stick your head out the window
and roar with unbridled manliness as that two-ton chunk of
metal comes hurtling down the freeway at Mach 2, but for the
love of testosterone, DON’T DO IT RIGHT BEHIND ME.

Old man in Buick: Hello sir. That is a very nice hat you're
wearing. Ilike it because it serves two purposes: one, it’s more
stylish than I could ever hope to be, and two, it alerts me that
you won’t drive more than thirty-five miles an hour. Also,
your blinker’s been on for the last five miles. Just thought
you should know.

Minivan mom: Part mediator, part chauffer, part recep-
tionist, keeping the children in your minivan from gnawing
each other as they watch Finding Nemo (and you order pizza)
causes your driving to fall by the wayside. But it’s no prob-
lem... as long as you stay on the highway long enough to let
me finish the movie.

Ricky Bobby: Look, I know that your first word was
‘vroom.” I know that you've wanted to be a racecar driver
since you were four. But the spoiler bolted onto the back of
your flame-decaled Daewoo isn’t fooling anyone. Neither is
the conspicuous absence of a muffler... that isn’t the sound of
raw mechanical power you're making, it’s the sound of broken
childhood dreams.

HUUUUUGE TRUCK: You are much bigger than me. I
know this. You know this. That is why switching lanes in
front of you is one of the most terrifying things I will do in the
next six months short of taking Controls. Oh please oh please
oh please oh please don’t run me over. I still have homework
due this week!

Wacky prof quotes

“Oh crap! So induction
man falls down here.
But along comes his
friend to help! Who’s
the friend? STRONG
INDUCTION MAN!”
— Dr. Boutell. Induc-
tion man, induction
man, doing the things
induction can...

“And then you get that
glazed over fish-eyed
look around week
three. Then you start
to slump a little, and
that’s when your spir-
its are broken.”

—Dr. Butske, on the
stages of Rose.

“High density polyethyl-
ene is inspiring, too!”
—Dr. Allison, who
knows it’s cool to get
pumped up about
POLYMERS!

“The Jedis apparently
like hoodies, what can
you say.”

— Dr. Brandt. So
that’s why the pocket
in the front is perfectly
lightsaber-sized...

Rose Profs say crazy
things. E-mail them
to the Flipside at
thorn-flipside@
rose-hulman.edu

How to grow a luxurious
beard in 3 easy steps

Stephen Mayhew ® Novembeard was MADE for this man

Rose MEN OF (GENIUS

Celebrating the unsung heroes of Rose-Hulman

Noél Spurgeon ® humor editor

Today, we salute you, Mr. Slow-Walking Hallway Blocker. The pedestrian equivalent of the
old man driving a Buick, you amble along the corridors between classes, gathering a clump
of irritated walkers as you go. You are oblivious to the tide of rage rising behind you as you
zigzag through the hallway, taking up more space than modern physics thought possible for
a mere human. Government agents have researched you for use as a biological weapon, the
walking wall of inconvenience is all they would need to subjugate enemies with constant ir-
ritation. Every time you amble towards a corner, there is a collective surge of hope, only to
be dashed to pieces when you swerve back into the center of the hallway. Perhaps entranced
by portraits of professors past, or perhaps simply trolling the rest of us, you are the inter-
section of unstoppable force and immovable object, using some inhuman power of inertia
to resist the push of the crowd. The very second you turn into a doorway, the wave breaks,
releasing a group of people swearing and barreling down the hallway to class. So here’s to

you, oh Master of the Meander...

for giving us the worst-ever excuse for being late.

This is the Flipside disclaimer, where I say something different every week. All unattributed content was written by Noél Spurgeon, who really hopes that someone actually reads this, because she actually works quite hard on it. It’s spriiiingtime! The flowers are blooming, the
birds are singing, young love is in the a-oh, wait, I mistook Rose for a school that had girls. Oh well. By the way, if you haven’t heard the song that I reference up there, I suggest you look it up. I would describe it, except... well, you'll just have to see for yourself, you know?




